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Summary: Dani Dylan, a Private Investigator by day, comes to Hell's 
Kitchen for a fresh start. Little does she know, her past refuses to 
stay hidden after a local reporter, Alison Fletcher, comes to Nelson 
and Murdock seeking help burying hers. But when an Angel meets the 
Devil, light meets dark, and Hell's Kitchen will change 
forever . 


1 . Angel 

**Dani's POV** 

> (Nightwing27th) <p> 

It's the middle of the night. The rains refusing to let up as I lock 
the front door. The porch light flickers a few times before going 
out, leaving me in total darkness. I sigh as I flip my hood up on my 
head, making a mental note to fix it later. I pull the car keys out 
of my pocket, preparing to step out into the rain. The neighbor's 
porch light flips on as a woman storms out of the house. 

She marches down the drive way to her car, a man close behind her. 
"How dare you, " she said, turning on her heels to face him. I slowly 
slink back into the shadows. I'll just wait until their done. I'm not 
going to get caught up in their drama. 

"It was never supposed to go this far," he tells her. I can barely 
make out the man's appearance. But the woman was facing me, the porch 
light lighting up her face. "What I'm offering you is more than 
necessary toa€ltake care of things and then start a new life for 
yourself . " 

"'Take care of things'? What is the matter with you?" she asked, rage 
boiling in her eyes. "No! No, I will not 'take care of it'." The man 
sighed as he glanced around the neighborhood. 



"Well, I'm sorry you feel that way." He moved too fast for her to 
react, jabbing his hand into her throat and then spinning her, 
cupping her mouth as he dragged her back inside. The door slammed 
shut and then the porch light turned off. My heart beat against my 
rib cage uncontrollably. What is going on? Did he really justa€ 1 ? 

I take a deep breath and pull out my cell phone. I unlock the screen 
and then quickly start dialing 9-1-1. The phone beeps at me, claiming 
it's battery is too drained to make the call. I swore under my 
breath, shoving the phone back in my pocket. No one's coming to help 
that girl. No one even knows she needs help. 

I glance around and then head across the grass to the front door. 

This is really stupid. I slowly place my hand on the door knob and 
then, ever so slightly, turn it. He left it unlocked. I gently push 
the door open and then step inside. Five feet away from me he stood 
over the top of her with a gun. She lies on the floor, blood pouring 
from her nose as she pleaded for her life. 

And in the blink of an eye, all the panic I was feeling, vanished. I 
marched forward as she gasped at my presence in the room. The man 
turned, swinging the gun in my direction. I quickened my pace, 
covering the distance between us. My left hand latched onto his wrist 
as I pushed it up, forcing the gun into the air. 

I curled my right hand into a fist a split second before it made 
contact with his throat. The impact caused him to pull the trigger. 
The bullet hit the ceiling, but the girl screamed anyway. I slipped 
the gun out of his right hand, as I put mine on the back of his head 
and grabbed a fist full of hair. I quickly brought my knee up as I 
brought his head down. 

At that, he went limp and fell to the floor. I ejected the gun's 
clip, letting it fall to the floor. I turned to face the girl. She 
looked up at me, shocked, as tears still stained her face. "Do you 
have a land line?" She quickly nodded. "Good. Call the police. Then 
pack your things and leave town. Better yet, leave the 
state . " 

"Why?" she croaked. 

"Because men like him don't give up just because you put them behind 
bars," I replied. "He'll come back for you and next time I might not 
be there to stop him." I rubbed my sweatshirt over the gun a few 
times, trying to wipe away my finger prints. Then I tossed it to the 
side and headed for the door. 

"Wait!" she called out. I looked at her and she was standing now. 

"Who are you?" I realized my hood was still up, that she probably 
didn't see my face. I hear sirens in the distance. I turn without a 
word and run out the door. 

**Hell's Kitchen. 10 years later. ** 

I launch myself out the window, a couple seconds after they did, and 
land on the scaffolding a few feet down. My opponent's already on his 
feet, whereas, the man in the black mask appears to be knocked out on 
the concrete below. I'm still not sure whose side he's on, but so 
far, the man in front of me is the only one trying to kill me. 



I know my bow won't do me any good this close, so I decide to use it 
as a weapon instead. He swings his right fist at me and I duck to 
miss it. As I come up, his other fist gets me in the jaw. I stumble 
back a few steps, regaining my balance. I wrapped my right arm around 
the pole next to me before planting my boot in his chest. 

He slammed into the rail behind him as I smacked my bow against the 
side of his face. Blood spewed from his mouth as he went off the 
edge, landing hard on the ground, feet below. The fall seemed to take 
its toll for only a second. The man in the mask was on him before he 
could get to his feet. 

I ran to the stairs and then hurried down them. I faced the two men, 
both throwing more punches then I could count. I rolled my right 
shoulder in its socket, testing it. It's still really sore from the 
other night. I try to ignore it and reach behind me for an arrow, as 
the man gets on top of the man in the mask and begins strangling 
him . 

My fingers grasp the arrow and I pause. I readjust my grip on my bow, 
the rain causing it to slip out of my hands. Then, I take a deep 
breatha€ 1 and then in a split second, I've loaded the bow, aimed, and 
fired. The arrow lodged itself into the man's shoulder blade. He 
screams, loosening his grip, giving the man in the mask the upper 
hand . 

He punches him in the side of the head a few times before pushing him 
to the side. Both men roll away from each other, as I hear my arrow 
snapping. The Mask got on his hands and knees, before collapsing to 
the ground and rolling onto his back. The other guy, tried to get up 
too. But, he caught sight of his knife, instead. 

I ran up to him. His hand grabbed the knife before I could kick it 
out of the way. He swung the knife low, slicing my lower right leg. I 
instantly hit the ground, rolling onto my right side. I kicked him in 
the face as hard as I could, sending him flying back. The Mask caught 
him and didn't waste any time trying to get the knife away from him. 
He put him in a chokehold, and then the man pushed back against 
him . 

His head made contact with the Mask's, giving him a chance to slip 
out of his grip. Now the two stood a few feet apart, waiting for the 
other to make a move. The Mask reached behind him and grabbed the 
chain hanging down from the scaffolding, as the man came at him with 
the knife. 

The Mask dodged the man's swing and then wrapped the chain around his 
arm followed by his head. He pulled the chain tight and then let him 
hang there by it, as he punched him several more times. Then he 
jumped, spun, and kicked the man in the head, knocking him out. The 
Mask hit the ground, rolling onto his back. 

I rolled over onto my hands and knees and then pushed myself up. I 
got to my feet, but then stumbled when I tried to put pressure on my 
right leg. I caught myself before I fell and then stood up straight. 
My bow was on the ground a few feet away. I tried to ignore the pain 
in my leg and walked up to it. I picked it up and then startled at 
the sound of a woman's voice. 


I turned around and saw the woman from the apartment this whole fight 



started in. She's the one the man was trying to kill. The Mask was 
now standing and in front of the man, searching his pockets. He 
didn't look up at the girl as she gawked at us. 

"What the..?" the woman said. She was still scared and shocked from 
what just happened. The Mask pulled something out of the man's pocket 
and held it up. Then he looked up at her. 

"I'll get this into the right hands." He slowly started backing away 
from her. 

"No. You can't," she said, as he kept walking. "You can't take it to 
the police, you can't trust anyone!" He stopped walking and then 
turned around. 

"Then we tell everyone." His breathing was still heavy, and it was 
more than clear he was injured. But, so am I. The rain stung as it 
landed in my open wound. There's no need for me to stay, the bad 
guy's been dealt with and thisa€ 1 vigilante seems to have things 
covered. So, before he has the chance of stopping me, I slip into the 
shadows and disappear. 

* *Alison ' s POV 
><strong> (bellamysgirl ) 

My fingers worked quickly to roll down the top of the brown paper bag 
on the counter in front of me while my teeth held onto my paper and 
pen. It seems like multitasking has become second to racing against 
the clock on my list of skills. "Chase!" The word came out muffled, 
sounding odd around the paper in my mouth. "We're gonna be late!" I 
finished rolling down the bag and pulled the pen and paper from my 
mouth, putting it on the counter next to the bag. 

I was only just barely able to have time for breakfast this morning, 
and pre-making luncha€"my best bet for getting anywhere with Chase on 
t imea€"became less of an option than flying him to school. "Chase 
Mathew Fletcher, if you're not out here in five minutes-" 

"I'm here!" Chase almost flew into the kitchen counter in his burst 
of speed heading into the room. I was able to swing my arm out to 
catch him before he could. "Whoa! Easy there," I steadied him, and 
then grabbed the paper bag off the counter. "Brush your 
teeth? " 

"Yep, " he nodded. 

"Make your bed?" 

"Yep," he nodded again. 

"Good job. Where's your coat?" I asked, eyeing his empty shoulders 
pointedly. His eyes rounded a moment. Then he tore out of the kitchen 
at warp speed, skidding around the corner toward the front door. I 
swear, that kid would make tire marks on glass. I sighed, pulling my 
purse strap onto my shoulder, then I left the kitchen, walking around 
the corner to the front door. Our tiny two-bedroom apartment doesn't 
allow for much space. It's like living in a shoe box made for 
rats . 


But, when that's all you can afford, it's all you get. Chase just 



finished pulling his back pack over his coat as I arrived at the coat 
rack by the door. "Ready to go?" I asked him. 


"As ready as I'll ever be, I guess," he moped, adjusting his straps. 

I pulled my coat off the rack and opened the door, holding it for 
him. "Come on. Grumpy Cat. Your school work isn't going to do 
itself," I gestured for him to exit with a smile. 

"That's the dream," he said, almost in awe a second. Then he snapped 
out of it and started out of the apartment. I raised an eyebrow and 
shook my head, chuckling once before following him out, making sure 
to lock the door behind me. After dropping Chase off at Sacred Heart 
Elementary, I drove to the next stop on my list of things to do 
todaya€"f inding a lawyer. 

I parked along the sidewalk just down the street from the office. I 
found it when I was out scouting yesterday. It wasn't the most 
A-lister buildinga€"but I didn't need A-lister. I needed affordable 
legal help and advice. Plus, this was the closest place I could find. 
I pushed through the door to the building, stepping into a dimly lit 
hallway of doors. I closed the door behind me and started through. My 
eyes scanned each door as I passed, until they caught something. 

I stopped and turned left to face the door. On it was a cut-out 
cardboard sign with _Nelson And Murdock_ written on it in black 
sharpie. I inhaled. My knuckles rapped on the wooden part of the 
door, beside the window, and I stepped back to wait. Nothing. An 
empty silence followed. Maybe they weren't open today? But I waited 
another moment, just to make sure. 

I startled slightly as the door whipped open and a young-looking 
blonde woman smiled brightly at me. "Hi," I started. "Urn, I don't 
have an appointment-" 

"That's alright. Please, come in," the woman moved aside, pulling the 
door open further for me to enter, gesturing me to come inside the 
office. I smiled politely and stepped inside, and she closed the door 
behind me. "What brings you to Nelson and Murdock?" she asked, 
walking around me to stand in front of the desk center-room, facing 
me . 

"Well, I need some legal advice. I was hoping I could ask a lawyer a 
few questions?" I fished. I wasn't sure what the procedure or legal 
protocol was, so I took a fifty/fifty stab. "Of course," My head 
snapped left at the sudden voice. "Legal advice is one of the many 
services we offer here." 

A man with brown hair and dark glasses stood in the doorway of an 
office room. The blonde woman quickly spoke up. "Oh, this is Matt 
Murdock," she introduced. "Matt, this isa€l" It was only then I 
realized I hadn't given her my name. 

"Alison Fletcher, " I supplied. I had the urge to hold out my hand to 
shake, but I noticed something in his hands. My eyes followed further 
down to the full front of the walking stick. He was blind. A blind 
lawyer? How does that work, exactly? I kept my skeptical thoughts to 
myself a€"along with my handsa€"and the blonde woman next introduced 
herself. "I'm Karen, by the way," she smiled. 

"Nice to meet you, " I smiled back, this time holding out a hand. She 



shook it briefly, then moved to sit behind the desk. "Miss Fletcher, 
would you like to join me in my office?" Mr. Murdock asked, from the 
doorway to the office. 

"Sure." I didn't really know what to say exactly, so I kept it to a 
minimum answer and followed him into the office. He maneuvered around 
his desk near the back wall and sat, then gestured a hand out toward 
the chair opposite him. "Please, sit, " I stepped over toward the desk 
and sat in the chair, trying to gather my questions in my head. "What 
kind of questions do you have. Miss Fletcher?" 

I inhaled. "My ex-boyfriend has been threatening me." 

"Verbally or physically?" he asked. 

"Both. I came to New Yorka€"not only for my new joba€"but to get away 
from him. He always seems to find me, and recently I've been feeling 
really uneasy about leaving my apartment. I feel like I'm being 
watched, he'll just show up out of the bluea€"_in my 
apartment_a€"it ' s just getting out of hand," I explained, as calmly 
as possible. 

"Do you know why he's following you? Has he made any demands?" he 
asked, sitting up a bit in his chair. 

"He wants custody of my son," I answered. "We weren't together when I 
had him, but it's his child." He was quiet a second, most likely 
thinking. Faint voices caught my attention and I turned in my chair 
to see through the window, into the main room. Karen was talking to a 
man with just above shoulder-length blondish-red hair in a suit. Just 
as I turned back to face the desk, the man walked into the office. 

"Hi there," he smiled, stopping a foot into the office. 

"Foggy, this Alison Fletcher," Mr. Murdock introduced. "She's just 
here for some legal advice." 

"Foggy Nelson. Nice to meet you," the man said, stepping for with an 
outstretched hand. I smiled, shaking his hand. "Mind if I sit in? 
Sometimes two lawyers are better than one." 

"Of course," I nodded. Mr. Nelson pulled a chair over from the corner 
of the room, sitting in it on Mr. Murdock's side of the desk. He 
listened intently as Mr. Murdock continued the conversation. "Then 
he's going to sue you for custody?" he asked, not really a question, 
as if the conversation never ended. 

"I don't know. He hasn't taken any action yet but, frankly, he's 
scaring me. He's definitely not a man that should be trusted with a 
child's care," I answered. 

"What makes you say that?" Mr. Nelson enquired. Just sitting in, huh? 
My mind scrambled for a better explanation. Better than the truth. 

But I couldn't find one. So I took a deep breath and spoke. "I got 
pregnant when we were dating. When I told him, he wrote me a check 
and told me to 'take care of it'," I used my fingers as air quotes, 
the words leaving a bitter taste in my mouth. "I refused to get an 
abortion, anda€ 1 " 


"And what. Miss Fletcher?" Mr. Murdock asked, somewhat-quiet ly . 



"And he beat me, pointed a gun at my face. He nearly killed me," I 
finished . 

"Nearly?" Mr. Nelson asked, his eyebrows raised. 

I nodded. "Some woman showed up out of the blue, knocked him out, and 
told me to disappear. I've been practically on the run ever since," I 
answered, keeping my tone level. "But I know him, he's going to try 
and take me to court. I just don't know what to do." 

"Well, it sounds like-" 

Mr. Murdock started to speak, but was interrupted by an 
epiphany-stricken Mr. Nelson. "Wait, Matt. I think I know someone who 
can help, " he said. He then quickly stood from his chair and hurried 
into the main room. 


2. Private Investigator 

**Alison's POV** 

> (bellamysgirl ) <p> 

Mr. Murdock sighed, standing to my left. "When did she say she'd be 
here?" he asked, sounding a mixture of impatience and annoyance. I 
was starting to get there myself. This 'person that could help' was 
supposedly coming to the office, but it's been a while since Mr. 
Nelson called, and both Mr. Murdock and I doubted her arrival. Of 
course, Mr. Nelson was like an ad for breakfast cereal. 

"I don't know what to say, she's usual quite punctual," Mr. Nelson 
said, standing across the main room from me. "She'll be here. Just 
wait." Suddenly a tall, dark haired woman that looked to be around my 
age walked through the door to the office. "There she is!" Mr. Nelson 
beamed, overly excited. "Where have you been?" 

"Sorry, Foggy. I was working a case," the woman replied, with an easy 
smile. They hugged briefly, and then he jumped into introductions, 
not wasting a second. A _case_? Hm. "Guys, this is Danielle Dylan, " 
he said, as she held out her hand for me to shake. 

"Everyone just calls me Dani, " she smiled politely. 

"Alison Fletcher, " I smiled back lightly, shaking her hand. "Alison 
is fine." She shook hands with Karen, and they shared a brief _nice 
to meet you_. Then Mr. Nelson gave Dani ' s shoulder a shove and she 
gave him a 'what for?' look. "This is my good friend. Matt," Mr. 
Nelson said, making a gesture toward Mr. Murdock, who seemed to stay 
quiet through the whole introduction. 

"It's nice to meet you. Miss Dylan," Mr. Murdock said. "Foggy tells 
me you're a Private Investigator?" 

"Yes. Investigating shady people is my number one specialty," she 
nodded, crossing her arms loosely. 

"Our client. Miss Fletcher, has an ex boyfriend that's been following 
her," Mr. Nelson explained, moving to stand beside her. "I was 
thinking maybe you could at least help us get enough ground for a 
restraining order? To start with, anyway." 



She nodded, thinking. "Okay. Who's the boyfriend?" 


"Steve Dawson, " I answered. 

"Why don't we move into the conference room?" Mr. Nelson suggested, 
turning halfway, gesturing to a room behind him. Dani was the first 
one heading into the room, followed by Karen. Mr. Nelson followed 
after them and I glanced at Mr. Murdock. "After you. Miss Fletcher," 
he smiled lightly. I smiled back, though I knew he couldn't see it, 
and hurried after the others into the room. Mr. Nelson and Mr. 

Murdock sat on the back side of the table mid-room. 

Dani and Karen sat closest to the door, near the end. I sat in the 
last available seata€"mid-table opposite Mr. Nelsona€"and angled 
myself toward the others. "When has your ex been following you?" Dani 
asked, the start of what I'm sure would be a barrage of questions. 

"Is it a constant occurrence, or only during specific times of 
day ? " 

She held a pad of paper and a pen, the pen poised to write at a 
moment's notice. "It's constant. I'm not one-hundred percent sure 
it's him, though. It's more I know I'm being watched and he's the 
only one I know is crazy enough to stalk someone, " I 
explained . 

"Okaya€ 1 " she scribbled on the pad, then looked back up at me, 
bouncing her dark waves off her shoulder. "Why would he be following 
you?" I inwardly cringed. How many times would I have to retell this? 
As many as it took. I took in a breath. "He wants my son," I put it 
simply, as to not go incredibly into triggering details. 

"He's the father?" she assumed, fishing. 

"Yes." She nodded and she wrote some more on the paper, then she tore 
off the page and slid the pad across the table toward me, rolling the 
pen along with it. "I need you to write down your daily routine. 
Places you visit often, what kind of car you drive, where you live, 
all the times you can think of that he's followed you," she listed, 
her tone serious, professional. I nodded my head a little, pulling 
the paper in front of me, taking the pen in my hand. "Where do you 
work? " 

"Oh, I work at The Bulletin. But I work at the Square nights and 
weekends, " I answered. 

"The Square?" Mr. Murdock asked. 

"The Square Diner, " I elaborated, writing down my address on the 
paper. "It's not far from my son's school." That reminded me to also 
write that down. I didn't know what exactly was pertinent 
inf ormat iona€"so I wrote down everything and anything I could think 
of. Even things that probably wouldn't be needed. It was a 
possibility so I went for it. "Do you work there tonight?" Dani 
asked . 

"My shift starts at seven," I nodded, looking up at her. 

"Do you have a nanny?" she asked. I shook my head, and she nodded. 
"I'll watch your son while you work, in case he comes by again." I 



hadn't thought of that before but, now that I did, my body flooded 
with relief. Chase really shouldn't be home alone. Not when his 
psychotic father was lurking about. So I thanked her for the offer 
and continued writing down my information. 

**Dani's POV 

><strong> (Nightwing27th) 

To be honest, I was shocked to hear from Foggy. It's been a few years 
since I'd seen him last. I forgot he even had my number. But, I'm 
glad he called. I think I can help Alison with her man trouble, like 
I did all those years ago. Maybe not as forceful, this time. She did 
a pretty good job of filling out the note pad. Most of the stuff she 
wrote down I have to pry out of people. 

I paced in my office, just before the desk, staring at her writing. I 
twirled the pen I was chewing on between my thumb and index finger. 
So, I guess this means he never stopped following her. And she hasn't 
stopped following me. Or at least, mya€ 1 other half. I toss the note 
pad on my desk and then circle it, walking to the chair. 

I turn my laptop back on as I sit down. It comes to life and I type 
in my password. I click on the first search bar I come to and type in 
this guy's name: Steve Dawson. Apparently, a lot of people like that 
name. I spent the next three hours combing through the list until I 
think I found the right one. 

An old social media account set up twelve years ago says he's married 
and lives in Miami. Frankly, I don't think either one of those are 
true. And then after a few phone calls, I'm right back where I 
started. Nowhere. His 'boss' at some 7 Eleven claims he doesn't know 
anyone by that name. This 'wife', doesn't even exist from what I can 
tell . 

This guy has covered his tracks so wella€lthis had to be 
professional. This loser couldn't have pulled this off alone. But why 
does he want the kid? After all this time? What's changed? I glance 
down to the bottom corner of my screen. 6:29pm. That's my queue to 
leave. I need to be on time, this time. 

I stand and walk to the coat rack in the corner. I grab my black 
leather jacket and slip it on as I make my way to the large mirror 
hanging on the back of the office door. I pull my wavy, almost black, 
hair out of the collar and let it fall across my shoulders. Then I do 
a once over. Black leather boots, faded silver tights, light purple 
knee high skirt, and with a tank top almost the same shade. 

I don't like wearing skirts all the time, but I have to in this line 
of work. Gives people a chance to underestimate me. Nobody would 
expect someone dressed like a perky teenager to accuse them of an 
affair, or worse. I roll my eyes and head for the front door. I 
switch the sign to 'closed' before locking it behind me. 

Thankfully I don't have to go far. Alison's apartment is just across 
the street from my office/home. I don't exactly know which it is 
these days. I walk down the hall and then jog down the stairs. I 
reach the bottom step and am painfully reminded of last night. I look 
down at my right calf muscle. The color of the tights masks the white 
bandages below. But I should walk slower. These tights aren't going 
to cover up blood if I rip the stitches. 



I wince as I put my weight back on it and then continue walking, 
heading out the building's door. I walk to the edge of the road and 
then stop, waiting for cars to pass. Something catches my eye and I 
look up from the road, to the alley next to Alison's building. A man 
is stumbling down the alley. 

But, it's not the "I'm drunk" kind of stumbling. More like the "I'm 
hurt" kind. His back was toward me until he turned to the left, 
facing the building. I sucked in a deep breath as I realized who he 
was. The man from the other night. The man in the black mask. What is 
he doing here, why is he here? And what happened to him? 

He trips on something, causing him to stumble and crash into the side 
of a dumpster. He slides down to the floor, where he stays. Too many 
cars are going by for me to safely cross without causing a scene. And 
on top of that, I've got to be at Alison's in five minutes to watch 
her kid. So? What do I do? 

If I help him I could expose myself, reveal to everyone who I am. 
Buta€ 1 I can't just leave an injured person to die on the side of the 
road. The line of cars starts to thin out as he gets to his feet. 
Probably using the last bit of strength he had left, he lifted 
himself up and into the dumpster. Why would he do that? Why didn't he 
just go to his house? 

I see my opening and I take it. I ignore the pain in my leg and run 
across the road. A cab honks, even though there was ten feet between 
us. As I reach the other side, it dawns on me : he's probably is too 
hurt to make it home, but he has people looking for him so he needed 
a place to hide. 

As soon as that thought entered my head I wish it hadn't. That means, 
whoever helps him is in for it too. I shake my head, ignoring my 
thoughts of doubt and walk up to the dumpster. I guess it's a good 
hide out. But the trail of blood leading to the dumpster would have 
given him away, eventually. 

He appears to be passed out, and in a lot worse condition than I was 
hoping. Which means I don't have what it takes to patch him up. It 
also meansa€ 1 I know someone who does. And she's not going to like 
it . 

**Alison's POV** 

> (bellamysgirl ) <p> 

My fingers danced across the keys of my laptop keyboard. The New York 
Recovery story was due tomorrow, and I was only just now finishing 
it. Typical mea€"master procrastinator. I thought I could get it done 
earlier this afternoon, but I didn't start until a half hour ago. My 
heart was sent into the stratosphere when a haste series of knocks 
sounded on the front door. That would probably be Dani . She offered 
to watch Chase while I worked my shift at Square. 

Which, note to self, starts in _ten _minutes? I sighed and closed my 
laptop, setting it aside, and hurried to the front door. I unlocked 
the series of locks on the door and pulled it open. As soon as I did, 
Dani bum rushed into my apartment, half-dragging a man in a black and 
bloodied suit behind her. He seemed to be unconscious. But what 
caught my eye was the trail of blood he was leaving behind. My eyes 



shot wide. "Dani, what-" 


"I found him in the dumpster outside," she said, lectureously , as if 
expecting my response. "Can you help him?" I quickly closed the door, 
locking it tight, then hurried over to her where she stood, holding 
him up mid-living room. I directed her to lay him on the floor, and 
she did. "Mom?" I spun around. Chase stood in the doorway to the 
living room from the hall. I hurried over to him and turned him 
around by his shoulders, ushering him back the other way. "Chase, 
honey, I need you to go to your room okay?" I said, trying to keep my 
voice light, even. 

"But-" 

"Chase, go." I gave his shoulders a shove and he darted for his 
bedroom. As soon as his door was shut, I jumped into action. I knelt 
beside the man and raised an eyebrow at the black mask covering most 
of his face. Then I turned to Dani. "My medical kit is under the 
bathroom sink in the hall, " I said, directing her to the cracked 
bathroom door with my index finger. She lurched to her feet and ran 
toward the bathroom. I turned back to the man bleeding out on my 
floor . 

This was ridiculous. I pulled my cell phone from my pocket and dialed 
nine-one-one. Just as I put the phone up to my ear, fingers encircled 
my wrist and gripped tightly. My whole body jerked in surprise and a 
small gasp escaped me. "No callsaClno hospitals," the man wheezed. My 
heart pounded in my chest, but I tried to take a calming 
breath . 

"You're going to bleed out if I don't get you to a hospital," I 
explained, slowly. 

"No, they'll kill everyone," he argued. 

"_They_?" My eyebrows knitted together. Suddenly Dani arrived, 
kneeling on his other side with the kit tucked under her arm. I took 
the phone from my ear and ended the dialing call. "Fine, no 
hospitals." I eased my phone away and his hand dropped back to his 
side, off my wrist. "Dani, the bag," I held out my hand and jutted my 
chin toward her side. She quickly fumbled it over to me from across 
him and I immediately unzipped it, riffling through for supplies. 

I was severely under stocked onaClwell, just about everything. But 
I'd just have to make what I had work. The man groaned as he rolled 
onto his side, trying to get up. "Whoa, where do you think you're 
going?" Dani asked, pushing him back down. 

"The men who did this will come for mea€"they'll kill both of you," 
he wheezed, his chest heaving for a breath. My eyes caught on the 
stream of red smearing down his neck. I leaned across him and gently 
tipped his head aside. Blood seeped through his black head covering. 
My eye scanned further downa€"across his middle, over his arms. I 
found at least two more actively bleeding wounds. I started going 
through the steps in my mind. 

Needle and thread, sew up the stab wound in his side. Put stitches in 
the cut on his arm. Further examine the head injury. When doing 
something like this, always prioritize. You'd think the head would be 
the most important. But I didn't find an open wound so the blood 



could just be a stain, or from someone else. So the most important 
thing right now is to stop any bleeding. 


I dug through the bag and pulled out my medical suture kit. It's been 
years since I've needed to use any of this. Thankfully, I remembered 
how to thread a needle. "What can I do?" Dani asked, looking to me. I 
held the end of the thread with my teeth to hold it in the needle, 
then shoved the medical kit in her general direction. She took it, 
setting it in her lap. 

I spit out the thread. "Find as many gauze pads as you can. Try and 
see if there's wrapping." 

She nodded and her hands dug into the bag. Once I had the needle 
ready, I got in a position to see the stab wound on his side. Then I 
got to work. My hands were shaky, off centered, trying to keep hold 
of the needle as it went in and out. I had maybe two stitches in when 
I heard a strangled, "Mom?" My head snapped up to Chase, where he 
stood a foot out from the hallway. "Who is that? Why is he 
bleeding? " 

"Chase, go back to your room, " I instructed, tryinga€"and 
failinga€"to keep my voice calm. "Mommy needs some space, okay?" He 
nodded a little, his eyes glued to the man bleeding on my floor. Then 
he quickly snapped around and darted back down the hallway. I 
exhaled, turning back to the wound. It was harder than I'd remembered 
from all those years ago. 

Focusing, along with keeping the needle in my bloodied hands, was the 
hardest part. I was able to fall back into the rhythm, putting in 
another two stitches. After a few seconds of quiet, Dani huffed. 
"There's no wrap," she said, seeming annoyed. "I'll run across the 
street to my apartment and see if I have some." 

"Fine. Just hurry." She pushed the bag off her lap and stood, then 
raced to the door. I took a deep breath as the door clicked shut 
behind her. My whole body was mildly shaking. This man, dying on my 
floora€"I know who he is. The infamous 'Man in the Mask' running 
around Hell's Kitchen. The good deeds don't outweigh the damage. He 
suddenly stirred, huffing out a breath. "I needaClto leave," his 
voice was a hardly audible whisper. 

"You're not going anywhere, okay? Not until I finish stitching you," 

I said. A pang of guilt hit my chest. I exhaled through my nose. 
"Don't worryaClI've got you." 


3. In a Mask 
**Dani's PCV 

><strong> (Nightwing27th) 

I close the door behind me and stop. I close my eyes and take a 
breath. Just focus on the task at hand. If someone really does come 
looking for him. I'll deal with it then. My cell phone in my left 
jacket pocket starts vibrating, stopping me from lowering my heart 
rate. I quickly reached in my jacket to pull out the phone. 

But this isn't _my _phone . It's my other half's. Only one person on 
the planet has the number to this phone: Chase. I flip it open and 



answer it as I start walking towards the stairs. "Hello?" his voice 
squeaks on the other end. "Angel?" 

"I'm here," I replied. Angel. That's been his nickname for me ever 
since he found out about me. And since I wouldn't tell him my real 
name, he felt the need to find a different one. "What's wrong? This 
number is for life and death emergencies." I can't let him I know I 
already know why he's calling. 

"It is!" I pulled the phone away from my ear as he shouted the words. 
"It is, really. Some woman brought this guy to our house. He's hurt, 
but he's wearing a mask. I think he's the guy I've heard about at 
school . " 

"Yeah, kid, I know who you're talking about," I said as I exited the 
building. "I ran into him the other night." 

"Did _you_ hurt him? ! " 

"No, of course not. But, I'll find out who did, I promise you that." 

I entered my building and headed up the stairs. Once I made it to my 
door I fumbled with the keys. "Just hang tight. Okay? I'll be there 
in a minute and I'll help sort this out." 

"Okay. Is this guy evil, are we in danger by him being here?" 

"No, he's not evil." At least I don't think. I burst into my 
'apartment' and start stripping; throwing clothes everywhere as I 
walked through the office and into my room. "As far as the danger 
part, I don't know. That's why I'm coming. Just stay put. I'll be 
there in a second." 

I closed the phone and tossed it on the bed. I can't talk and change 
at the same time. I walked into my small walk-in closet, flip on the 
light. I parted the hanging clothes and then put my hand on the back 
wall, feeling for the latch. Once my fingers found it, I grabbed it 
and slid the panel of the wall over. 

I stepped inside, turned around, put the clothes back where they 
belonged, and then closed the panel behind me. I grabbed the chain 
hanging down in the middle of the room and pulled, turning on the 
light. I always get butterflies every time I see my suit. I grinned, 
then grabbed my black leggings. 

I slipped them on and then reached for my black tank top with a high 
neck. My feet slid into my black leather knee high boots, as I 
simultaneously slid an arm guard onto my left forearm. After 
strapping it down, I put on my blue leather jacket, zipping it all 
the way. 

I spun on my heel and eyed my collection of bleach blonde wigs. My 
hand flew to the one with a long, thick braid that goes down the left 
shoulder and a few loose bangs hanging down on the forehead. Out of 
all the ones I've tried, this one's my favorite. I pulled my quiver 
off the wall, checked its contents, and then swung it over my 
shoulder . 

I picked up my bow with my left hand and then looked up at the next 
shelf, where my glasses sat. I picked them up and held them in my 
hand a second, making sure the blue tinted lenses were clean before 



putting them on. I turned the light off and then walked to the back 
of the room, to the roof exit. 

It only took me a couple minutes to get to Alison's building, and 
then another thirty seconds to climb the fire escape that leads to 
Chase's room. I figure this is better than the front door. If someone 
catches me, especially whoever 's looking for the Mask, it won't be 
good for the Fletchers. 

I rap my knuckles on the window a few times and then wait. Chase's 
face presses firmly against the window, smearing something on it 
before he decided to open it. I pulled a knife out of my boot and 
used it to pop the screen out of it's socket. "That _was_ fast!" he 
exclaimed . 

"Yeah. Now, try not alerting the _whole_ neighborhood to my 
presence . " 

"Oh, sorry." 

"Where's your mom?" 

"She's still out there with him." He added a little extra emphasis on 
'him', almost like he was a tad jealous. "But I snuck out there any 
way. You missed it, the guy almost died." _What?!_ That's not good, 
really not good. 

"Move." He quickly stepped to the side as I climbed in the window. 
"Keep the window locked. I'll fix the screen later." He closed the 
window as I walked to the door. I put my hand on the knob and then 
turned to look at him. "I need you to stay here. Chase. Just a little 
longer and then you can come out." 

"Okay." He sounded a little too excited to stay put. 

"And no peeking." He quickly nodded. 

"I won't," he said. I wonder if his mom knows he'd rather listen to 
me than her. Of course, he thinks I'm some legendary hero. In his 
head, I've probably saved millions and killed a thousand well armed 
men with my bare hands. Kids these days. I nodded in his direction 
and then exited the room, making sure I made a lot of noise. 

The last time Alison and I met like this she claimed I 'snuck up on 
her'. There were a few curse words in there too, but none worth 
repeating. I half slammed the door behind me. Alison's gaze quickly 
turned in my direction, her eyes locking on me. She looked a little 
speechless at first. She shook her head, as if to be sure she was 
really seeing me. 

"Do I want to know how you found me?" Alison asked, sitting on the 
edge of her coffee table. 

"Who is it?" I heard the Mask ask her. He must be lying on the couch, 
just out of my sight. 

"Don't worry." She looked down at him. "She's aa€ 1 vigilante, I guess. 
A lot like you, I think. Of course, I guess I don't know much about 
either of you." She sighed, her attention going to the hem of her 
shirt where her fingers were fidgeting. Then, she abruptly looked up 



at him. "Are you even one of the good guys?" 

"Yes," he replied, breathing a little heavy. 

"Good," I said, walking closer to them. "We need more men like you." 

I walked around the table and stood behind Alison, his gaze following 
me as I did. 

"You're the one who helped me the other night?" 

"Yeah, " I replied. 

Alison looked up at me. "So, you two have worked together?" she 
asked. "Is that how you knew he was here?" 

"Yes and no. Chase called me." 

"He has you're number?!" She stood. 

"After what happened last time, and since this is the fourth city 
you've followed me to, yes, I thought I ' d be a good idea if he had a 
way to reach me." 

"Well, thank you for telling, now." She sighed as she pinched the 
bridge of her nose. "This is too much. I'm supposed to be at work 
right now, not waiting for some guy to die on my couch. And that 
would be bad for everyone involved. So, I need a good reason why I 
can't just dump him at a hospital and be done with this." She pointed 
at him as she stared at me. 

I understand where she's coming from. Even after all she's been 
through she still tries to hold onto a 'normal' life. One where her 
boyfriend didn't try to kill her, where she isn't struggling to raise 
her son even though she works two jobs. But, most importantly, one 
where she doesn't need saving. I used to think about what I'd be like 
if I was 'normal', then stopped when it got too depressing. 

I diverted my gaze from her's as I blew air out my nose, knowing full 
well whatever answer I could come up with, wouldn't be good enough. 
"They kidnapped a boy." Alison and I both whipped our heads in the 
Mask's direction. He sighed, still trying to catch his breath from 
whatever happened before I showed. 

"Who did?" I asked. 

"The Russians. They've been running a human trafficking ring out of 
Hell's Kitchen." 

"I heard they took over when the Italians left," I nodded. 

"What does this have to do with it?" Alison asked, more impatient 
than anything. 

"They pulled a kid out of the back of a van." He looked at Alison. I 
knew she wouldn't comment, but he added: "Beat his father while he 
watched." She closed her eyes, probably picturing that happening to 
her and Chase. "I knew the kid would still be alive. At least until 
they took him out of the city. I tracked the Russians to a warehouse 
not far from here. Thought I was being smart, how fast I found 
them . " 



"But, they were waiting, " I said, knowing how this story had ended. 

He nodded. Alison crossed her arms, looking more uncomfortable by the 
second . 

"So, you've been trying to stop thema€ 1 " Alison paused, thinking. 

"And so they decided to stop you? By taking someone's 
kid?" 

"Alison," I said. "Why don't you go see Chase, tell him everything's 
fine out here, okay?" She looked at me indecisively, then nodded and 
left the room. I waited until the door closed behind her to start 
talking again. "They still have the kid?" He nodded. "So, they're 
probably still looking for you, " I thought aloud. 

But he didn't seem to be listeningaC 1 or at least, to me. "You still 
with us?" He shushed me and then continued listening 
intently . 

"There's a man going door to door," he finally said. "He's on the 
third floor." I kind of took a step back and shook my head. 

"You have super hearing?" It came out more like a statement than a 
question. He started propping himself up, ignoring me. 

"He smells like Prima cigarettes and discount 
cologne . " 

"Oha€ 1 great , " I said sarcast ically . "Got any other superpowers?" He 
sat up, groaning the whole way. Once he was up, he stopped a second 

and looked at me. "No. I'm not _too_ surprised you can smell a man on 

the third floor. But if it's you he's after, you need to hide. You're 
in no condition for a fight." I took a few steps closer, and then 
came down wrong on my leg. I felt the stitches tear and clenched down 
any sign of the pain. 

"Looks like I'm not the only one," he said. Right, of course. If he 

can smell that guy, he can smell the blood. Alison and Chase came out 

of his room. I looked up at them, "Perfect timing." 

"What?" Alison asked. 

"We need a diversion, which means I need your help." Her expression 
only slightly changed, but I didn't stop for a reply. I walked around 
the coffee table and to the Mask. I slid my arm around his back as he 
put his arm across my shoulders, then pulled him to his feet. He 
clenched his teeth against the pain as I lead him into another 
room . 

"What are you going to do?" he asked as I laid him on the bed, in 
what appears to be the guest room. 

"Depends. You sure this guy's one of the bad ones?" 

"Yeah." He groaned as he lay down. I nodded and walked out of the 
room, closing the door behind me. I pulled Alison aside, away from 
Chase, and told her my plan. Of course she thought I was crazy, but 
went along with it anyway. My plan was for Alison to answer the door. 
But, instead of getting him to leave, she got him to come 
inside . 



Once he was in, I knocked him out with my bow. Alison quickly 
realized she had _another_ injured guy on her living room floor and 
looked like she wanted to hit me. Now she's mad at both halves of me. 
One brought some bleeding guy to her and the other caused one to 
bleed. What she doesn't realize is that this is an off night for me 
too . 

"What are you going to do with him?" she asked me. 

"Use him." The Mask walked out of the guest room as Chase came out of 
his . 

I looked back at Alison. "Take Chase to work with you, pretend like 
this never happened." 

"Are you sure it's safe?" 

"It's better than staying here," the Mask said. "But, she's right. We 
were never here." Alison nodded, then walked past us to Chase. He'd 
packed a bag with some things to do, like I told him. "I don't even 
know if they'll still let me work there. I'm almost an hour late," 
Alison helped Chase put his jacket on. 

"Traffic," I said. "Car trouble. Accident . Just say something 
credible and you should be fine." She nodded as she draped her arm 
across Chase's shoulders, guiding him to the door. She picked up her 
purse before leaving and then led him out the door, closing it behind 
her. After they left I let out a breath I didn't know I was holding. 

I closed my eyes, relieved they were gone, and adjusted my glasses. 
"He should know where the kid is, and if not, he should at least know 
someone who does." 

The Mask looked up at me, arm wrapped tight around his waist. "Why 
are you doing this?" he asked. "Why are you helping me?" My grip on 
my bow tightened as I thought. The real answer would be: 'I saw a man 

who needed help and helped him.' But I can't say that. If I did, he'd 
know who I was, that I was Dani Dylan. I learned the hard way, a 
while ago, that my two halves can never meet; can never be related in 
any way. I tried that and people got hurt, people I cared 
about . 

While I'm the same person underneath, only one can show at a time. 
Dani Dylan isn't a hero; she can't _save_ anyone, not even herself. 
The reason why people got hurt is because she was trying to be, 
because she was sick of the double life, of lying to her family. So 
when she failed, 'Angel' returned to clean up the mess she caused. 

But with her came the lies, again, and the double life, putting on 
the costume when she should be working a case and stitching bullet 
holes when she should be babysitting. 

Even now, I've let my two sides cross by bringing him here to 
Alison's house when I should be watching Chase right now. As it is, I 
have no idea how I'm supposed to explain that one. I was quiet a 
little too long, but I shifted, trying to make it look like I meant 
for that to happen. 

I sighed and looked up at him. "Because I know you're one of the good 
ones. Even if I don't approve of some of your methods, you're still a 
human being who needs help, right now," I said. "I know I'm intruding 



on your 'territory' but I'm here to help, and whether that's you or 
Hell's Kitchen doesn't matter; a life is a life, and my plan is to 
help as many as possible." 

Silence occupied the space between us again, for a minute, before he 
spoke. "We should take him to the roof." He pointed to the man on the 
floor. I nodded, knowing that was going to be the best place to get 
answers out of this guy. I looked at the guy on the floor and then 
back up at the Mask. 

I held my bow out to him. "If you carry this. I'll take him," I 
suggested. He lifted his chin slightly, and then tilted his head to 
his right. A second later he took the bow from me. I walked over to 
the man and crouched down next to him, positioning my hands where I'd 
need them. 

"Thank you, " he said it from behind me, and almost as if it was a 
delayed reaction. But part of me knew it wasn't for offering to 
carrying the unconscious guy. I heaved the guy onto my shoulders and 
then headed for the door. 


End 
f lie . 



